
The Tragedy 

Bat where tomorrow ? well all is one for that i 
Who hath dclcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Sixorfeuenthoufandis theirgreateft number! 
King.W hy , our battalian trebles that account. 

Bolides th at >a- Kings name is a Tower of firengtb. 

Which they vpon the aduerfe party wants 
Vp with, my I ent there valiant Gentlemen, 

I.ct vs feruey - the vantage or the field, • 

Call for feme men- of -found direction/ 

Lets want no dilciplihe make no delay , 

Per Lords to morrow is a bufie day, . Exeunt* 

Enter Richer dwith the Lords . 

Rich. The w^ary Sunne hath made a golden featy 
And by tbe bright tracke ofhis fiery Carre, 

Grues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, - 

Where ts Sir IB ill $ am Brandon fhallbearemy ilariviCrd, 

The Earle of Vembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to hky ! 

A nd by the fecond houre in the morning, . 

Defire the • Earle to fee me in my Tent . • - ' 

Yet one thing more , goo A Blunt before thorn goeft. 
Where is Lord quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt. Vnleffe I hauemiftaihe his colours much. 

Which well I am allur’d I haue not done. 

His regiment liethhalfea mile a t leaf! , 

South from the mighty power of the King. - 
R ich. If without perrill it.be poffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare-my good night to liifn, 

And yue him-feem me this moll needfull ferow'e. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , Tie vndertake it. 

R ich. Farewell Good Blunt . 

Gine me feme Inke and paper in my Tent; _ 

He: draw the forme and moale of our battell, 

1 Limit each leader .to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuLf proportion our finall llrength : ^ 

Come let vs conmlt vpon the morrovves bufinefle, « 

In Our Tcnr,yhe ajre is raw and cold* 

Enter KingRichard ,Nor . Ratcliff ,C rttess) • 

King* ,\V.haus a clocked ' y . ■ « £ 4f 
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«/ Richard the Third. 

Cat. It is fixof the clocke, full fepper^time" 

Kin . I will not fup to night, giue me fame Inke ahd Pape* 
W hat is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour 1 ay d into my tenti 
Cat . It is my Liege, and all things are in readinelfe. 

Kin. Good Norfolke hietheeto thycharge, 
yft carefull watch, ehufe truftyCcntinell. 

Nor . I goe my lord. 

Kin. Scur with the Larketo morrow gent [e Norfolk < 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin. Catesby. 

IW.My Lord. 

IW.Send ouca Purfeuantat armes 
T oStanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing,leaft his fonne George, fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a borne of Wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 
looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy T. at cliff* 
JUAMylord. 

Km. Saweflthou the melancholly L. North umber land ? 
Rat.Tbcmas the Earle Of Surrey, and himfelfc* 

Much liKe Cockfhut time, from troupe .to troupe 
w ent through the army chcring vp the fonldiers. 

Kin. So I am fatisfied, giue me a bouleof Wine, 
i haue not that alacrity of Ipirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue ; 
Setitdo\yne,is Inke and paper ready? 

■ Rat. It is my Lord. 

,, **** my S uard watch,leaue me, 

1 a ^ out £he nudft ofnightcometomy tent 
A “ d le P® £0 ar me me,lea|te me ITay. Exit R at. 

EhterT>arby. to Richmond in his tent. 
t * r ? y{ une aR d victory fit on thy helm.e* 

Beto tfiv c ® rRf ' or T £hat ■ darke night can aford, 

o thy perfon nob;e father in law, 

J) me 7 r 0vv cm n °ble mother ? 

V ,Cl by att Urlley bIefl ' ethee from thy mother, 
ho prayes continually for Richmonds good 
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